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/ can have no expecfaiions^ in an address of this kind^ 
either to add to your reputation or to establish my oum. 
Fou can gain nothing from my admiration^ as lam igno* 
rant of that art in wich you are said to excel} and I may 
lose much by the severity of your judgment^ as few have 
a juster taste in poetry than you. Setting interest there* 
fore aside^ to which I never paid much attention^ I must 
be indulged at present in fbUowing my affections. The only 
dedication I ever made was to my brother^ because I loved 
him better than most other men. He is since dead. Permit 
me to inscribe this Poem to you. ' 

How far you may be pleased with the versification and 
mere mechanical parts of this attempt^ I do not pretend 
to inquire; but 1 know you will object (and indeed seve7'al 
7f our best and wisest friends concur in the opinion)^ that 
^,he depopulation it deplores is no where to be seen^ and 
'he disorders it laments are only to be found in the poefs 
nvn imagination. To this 1 can scarcely make any other 



answer than that 1 sincerely believe what I have written^ 
that 1 have taken ali possible pains^ in my country e^cut 
sionSj for these four or five years past^ to be certain fl| 
what 1 ailegej and that all my views and inqtUries havt 
led me to believe those miseries real^ which I here aifemf 
to display. But this is not the place to enter into an h^ 
guiryj whether the country be depopulating or not; ihi 
discussion would take up much room^ and 1 should provi 
myself^ at bestj an indifferent politician^ to tire the readei 
with a long preface^ when I want his unfaMgued attention 
to a long poem. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country ^ I inveigh 
against the increase of our luxuries; and here also I ei 
pect the shout of modem politicians against me. For tw^ 
or thirty years past^ it has been the fashion to c 
luxury as one of the greatest national advantages; a\ 
all the wisdom of antiquity in that particular^ as e 
neous. SHU J however, 1 must remain a professed ancii 



on that headj and continue to thirdc those luxuries pr^- 
dicial to states by which so many vices are iniroducedj 
and so many kingdoms have been undone. Indeed^ so much 
has been poured out of late on the other side of the que' 
stion^ thaty merely for the sake of novelty and variety y 
one would sometimes wish to be in the right. 

I am^ dear Sir^ 
Four sincere friend^nd ardent admirer^ 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain, 

Where health and plenty cheerM the labouring 

sv^ain, 
Where Broiling spring its earliest visit paid, 
And parting summer's lingering blooms delay M: 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 

Seats of my youth, when every sport could pleaflfij 
How often have I loiterM o'er thy green. 

Where humble happiness endear'd each scene! 

How often have I paus'd on every charm, 

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 



<i.bho^ ttiraeb 



u^ tfp c/'VL H"'*^** tj^ilf fJ^'p—tU Po^truMg t^uBuLnt^p 

'j^uttthau '^nTCnt-kutt ptutjtnutah t^uAut^ut aq.tr aiut on fl*. 

tlt^iuth I 
^uAp^u juiitint.^^v»ptaui^atu^ 1ti""^L. CjL0^^ nwnJus^ 

\^ijmttMUtoa-$unu ^ni^utbutatftuau i mutqittntu^uu psuntr^ 
S^*'"fJ»kpt§gtf. Uft^iupna-^u it. ^fut^p^u juipm^i$^i^u $ 
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The decent church that topt the neighb oaring 

hill, 
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade, 

For talking age and whispering lovers made ! 
How often have I bless'd the coming day, 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the Tillage train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree. 

While many a pastime circled in the shade, 
The young contending as the old survey'd ; 

And many a gambol frolicked o^er the ground, 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went 

round ; 
And still as each repeated pleasure tirM ; 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired ; 

The dancing pair that simply sought renown. 

By holding out to tire each other down ,- 

The swain, mistrustless of his smutted face, 
While secret laughter titter'd round the place ; 



*f*itMh£iju ku op^ha^ i£UMn.utg.oinf^ %nntu£>yu 

p-kutaa 
Y^nLtt^Af ^tyf$li l^»it- ^a^us%kuf~ mkakt-utfuput hriun.A»^ 

||«.^ , gttfnouutltp ^utnnLa naptuMon BUt^nn^iifiii %np9t»bnn t 
\\t~p p tik^ t"UC uiuimuthfAi f U. hrkpnaAp ^j^ouUyp 

*\^»Msbp ilnjnauiifp pJjp^u/iiutpmku ka- ^auiP ^moiut^ n.u»p^ 

Jtu»n.itipJt f 
'f^gMitp 4">9^ ku 7Ckt^ kirn ^utl^uiTCaiaj* uAitutuop t 

Qftnihufakuti 9nl[fA i^tuftnuttt. ^uitAunp n.^iJiffp p %np 

Q,kn!if ^ Jtkn% fiiaua^ uttuku*^ p u^utp^ n^ "UL. l^i^ J^wiKi 

naAk£nilj 
f^jutf/a tM^atpanutukuit^ Bn^t.na P-u»uk§ J^(>(ltp ^«'<-«'£, 

nii^k%nt.g* 
f^lBr«ff&, uthAyP- t^p ^^liut^uAiptt akpkuutui* tunutka^/a^ t 
X^lfb* tuamuAop tu^nutipb n^^fi^ ^kt^^p p/j^'" ^w^^ 
tpAtu^ • 
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The bashful virgin^s sidelong looks of loTe, 

The matron^s glance that would those looks re- 

prove* 
These, were thy charms, sweet village! sports lik« 

these, 
With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please: 

These round thy bowers their cheerful influence 

shed, 
These were thy charms — but all ihese charms 

are fled. 

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn, 

/ Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 

Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen, 

And desolation saddens all thy green : 

One only master grasps the whole domain, 

And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; 

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day, 
But, chok'd with sedges, works its weedy way ; 

Along thy glades, a solitary-guest, 



/ 
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^attutututt^ « 

uutl^t^ ttttHA s 

^tfnjUaanLnppib Jhtul/uuM^ Osn.^ J-aa»bm$ fi on ^a^luAnuu 
fnfft 9 

J pfu s^fitt I 
»i.u»i pttuuuft s 
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The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ; 

Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies, 

And tires their echoes with unvaried cries. 

Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all, 

And the long grass overtops the mouldering wall ; 

And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand, 

Far, far away, thy children leave the land. 

111 fares the land, to hastening ills a prey. 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : 
Princes and lords may flourish» or may fade ; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made ; 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride, 
Vhen once destroy'd, can never be supplied. 



A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man ; 
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^luUjtitnt^tuJLutib T^iih^^iiq. atuhfi utquitn fiinnfjS" uftput^ 
TntluAncutijf. JtuujftfitJii ut^psuttn uu0nJiut^iu%^Mpq. tun.^ 
^utivuiannt^i^on. ^ailu/itutt.npB ig-ufaJtutlb iuicJrpu uAi^^n^ 

$M£UiniMiltU • 

Yin in uAuffiutusit utTCkiUt 6*ify6'^4' qbuitnutnu tinJhqnn. 

pnt^[^l»tA s 
^nuP-un»u»^f» ^utuiuftifft ^uA ^"pflB tJ^nkbp "'^o^. 
ll*-/v 7Cnptat.§^fiiitp ^u/b i^fiau$^I;qlt. 4 (3-uB^nt.n ft iliupi^^ 

^uiutnht* 

*\JL. g^yy^^^ ""iS" ^f'2^^*'*^ t u£utnhru»tip ^'^ng "<- *"*. 

tjfutptai^uta f 
ri JftUMht^tutT ojtT^pTl^atui^ UM%^nitu*p Jfit-u uA^uii/* 

^p knpkSlu c-c f^ba-npUJ ^kn. uATCut^Uilg Ufniftttna f 
" P'*^^ninuf^iru»f liunutpitiit<fit.n 'gtitt^uji, ^nqnf ^t ^»u^ 
triM^uiO'ntp 
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For him light labour spread her wholesome store. 
Just gave what life requirM, but gave no more: 

His best companions, innocence and health, 

And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 

f But times are alterM; trade's unfeeling train 

Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain : 

Along the lawn where scatter^ hamlets rose, 

Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose; ' 

And every want to luxury allied, 

And every pang that folly pays to pride. 

Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 

Those calm desires that askM but little room, 
Those healthful sports that gracM the peacefttt 
scene, , 

LivM in each look, and brightened all the green; 

These, far departing, seek a kinder shore. 

And rural mirth and manners are no more. 
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i^tu^ifgkp %M'**n^CjP tnn^aaaLp ihafuunui^nmfA j^AuiLnp , 
ant,[3-lru»u t 



2Ctan.nL.a 

Jj Mtsp^uf^kan^ jnnnt-J* ienptiJnh ^^m tun. ^pu§ «/r. 

Uw^^o^ jusbu0pif, ^$MipP-a»ttha.p-buMii oc ^ uhnm^ ZH?*^ 
atj^l^pTCtft^P-iruth ^"'1* 

Qa. 4'*'/'4 buthp tu%tlJ9mnt.4!^fii^ ^unntiLuiMtitlj; ^ iiAityivc.. 
PtfoA s 

utn,ut»mmt.piruntfL » 
S^rlb^ictfei^ fu$u^u»titu^m$lbn ffflp uut^tatt.ni^ ^uummiSrmffiki $ 
\_j^fjtouuA^ utn.mjl^tu£tauM* auiu^Munutltn ^ut^m nttuBftu^ 

niubpii , 

\\fu utattriitMfflr ommptu^lrtuf^ A"Zf ^'^ utifintXu /Uiifpir£^ 
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Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blissful hour, 

Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power. 
Here, as I take my solitary rounds, 

Amidst thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds, 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 

Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn 

grew. 
Remembrance wakes, with all her busy train, 

Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 



In all my wanderings round this world of care, 

In all my griefs — and God has given my share — 

I still had hopes my latest hours to crown, 

Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To husband out life's taper at the close. 

And keep the flame from wasting by repose: 

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still. 

Amidst the swains to show my book-learn'd skill, 
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IV'Mf Jpb^ T^Uit tutuktug^ft^^v^utiT tu u$n.ttsiiJt^»^ c^. 

Uc ^ Jlimu uaii^faifb utdiat^ uSh^h^^ ^mA ^u*^f» jf*^ 
^tumuB^^ t 

^'"-PtC jt" * 
\j€. ^*^p9 tituh'traug ^t£naA PVuftput utlbJtlj^utL, utitabutt 

pu9uonn^(a-iru»b s 

QttJhJtH^ua^PpgAaf fuT juaJtiittufU $ — — t^ L. fiSbJt tan %kp 

ptutnu f 

U''«>tfttf/A aaab^ aaanhraManhrtrg^ qutnoan £uaaa^anifta %a>t-auqiraaaa 

ik%uty , 
U«. aaaaaa^aaaa.^ aauamJJiaaajhrhuii^ P"^ "fi^hP at^auJ^ira aaa»%^ 

^aanpaaa^ aaA^* 
t3nt.aaau^[i , — ^ aaaha/h^fia 4 »/"'/» t «^^^ ^aagaaapaan^^ 

U^plf if^ua/jfaaay ^aaabij^^aa aaaaAlr^ Jaaaatab%ayaaah^ ^aT fhanna^^ 
P-baaaiiaa • 
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Around my fire an eyeiiing group to draw, 

And tell of all I felt, and all I saw ; 

And, as a hare whom hounds and horns pursue, 

Pants to the place from whence at first he flew, 

I still had hopes, my long vexations past, 
Here to return — and die at home at last. 



blest retirement, friend to life's decline. 

Retreats from care, that never must be mine. 
How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these, 

A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 

Who quits a world where strong temptations tr j) 

And, since 't is hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, born t<5 work and weep, 

Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep; 

Nor surly porter stands in guilty state, 

To spurn imploring famine from the gate : 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
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UpmuaPaLSbig. f^pf^ /tv^Tfi^ J^p^ kgkui^ Jj^p qwmui^ 



n <£^ kp^^utib^^ i^aa/iittt-P^ptSb 9 '^f'^f^ J^'''l^ utt.ag^j 

l^^autJSia aaauM.u»unuAufif t^n^Mtf np^ n^ kajt fjlk% ftaT* 
\Sp$mhJ^ np g^^ tu^tianfiuhttp tMUfiiup[3-u$7Ck^ V^^ ^'"bf" 

{[p ijfut%J^ ^^tup^u nt.p Uf^uufk'* ^npJtirit pacM^ 
u*- ^ii*^pk t^ftJuttilupmh^piimpk fancukiL. tChtinu^pb^ 

XJl. i^i^pkmg^ fi ,pptuft§ pn4nt.j , («««/ t^^ttmi^pmt. jua%^ 
uauutn «w/^tf* 

Miff. ^ptnSbu 
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Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceivM decay, 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 

And, all his prospects brightening to the last. 

His heaven commences ere the world be past. 

Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening^s 
close, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I past with careless steps and slow, 

The mingling notes came softened from below; 

The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung, 

The sober herd that low'd to meet their young \ 

The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children just let loose from school; 

The watch-dog's voice, ttat bay'd the whispering 

wind. 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind ; 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade. 

And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made* 



~ 27 — 



^utp^u»^iFtug^ ^f^fuftp-tuintg^ ^^j^^n*.pirusib^l^ Ufw^^^ 



%vu»t • 



57 

U pii^ i^ lrM. ^tMtpP-i^ ^nuqj^ l^uidtuafAi qai.^ft§M.[9'^tA C^'i' 

tniigpntJibt-im^ • 
tJc- uaMutujU nnn %nhu$tntipf^ fLn^^uUt^uB^ ujgtMf^tun^ui^ 

V/f^ih i^kp iff^^2_ ji^R^p'^i'^ t^iie^ FCa^'-V • 

\ipuaJuMq qna.$i»np'* p %i^% m^iu^nt. p ^f^'HCB^ hntutg 

tfiu%a f 
\mu h^hh'utnp.tunJtnauJttufii utti.^unL.suantt'iua nunuffu nuAJfa t 
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But now the gounda of population fail, 

No cheerfiil monaurg flactaate in tbe gale ; 

No bugy gtepg the gragg-grown footway tread, 

Bat all the bloomy flagh of life ig fled ; 

All but yon widowM, golitary thing, 

That feebly bendg begide the plaghy gpring; 

She, wretched matron, foro^d in age, for bread. 

To gtrip the brook with mantling creggeg spread. 

To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

To geek her nightly ghed, and weep till mom; 
She only left of all the harmlegg train, 

The gad higtorian of the pengive plain. 

Near yonder copge, where once the garden 
gmilM, 
And gtill where many a jgarden flower growg wild; 

There, where a few torn ghrnbg the place digclose^ 

The village preaeher'g modegt mangion roge. 
A man he wag to all the country dear, 
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ifjlrat/ii* 

uAutp f 



a^ufptnlifutJ^ , 

lU^ n^uB%op PnM^^m% irt^tffi* ji»/mfc/& mmAir% fMra, 
JlflpuitAmfp tfi^ii^^pltyntHk mmfun^mpftlllb mSkugmTSnfiCx 
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And passing rich with forty pounds a-year ; 

Bemote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Kor e^er had changM, nor wish'd to change Lis 

place ; 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power, 
By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learnt to prize. 

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain; 

The long-remember'd beggar was his guest. 
Whose beard descending swept his aged breast ; 
The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud, 
ClaimM kindred there, and had his claims allowM; 

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 

Wept.o^er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 

Shoulder^ his crutch, and showed how fields were 

won. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man learnM to 

glow, 
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u/wcr^c/ ij^ouu$it^u uppu»l»l§* ti^ ''^L.l''^JL'ii""^P ^^ ^"'^^ 

*p«v1b ^nhuap^h-^ tun, ^ ij^^t.aiitt.fA ^mit^ir£j, n% fl^^B^ 

utt^utaSbiuMt 
XfitAop- l^p tnatLh %ftpm ^v»Jlupa ^i-iuiputta.ui^mit ^/»^fi 

mtnL.naii • 

It^^tutLnpirauJii utitiMtn-nul^ ufMt^ui*utt.ieatt/ L. I^npuil^nn* 

P^nqpa-p-ptA t 
^oput^utii ^tF^uAtf-uiiT ^^t-ppt»^u$tkugi__ ^'"^p^'P'*"!^ f 
ULff. fitu0pt$t^l^tu€. %np^ pmqJkauf^ ^oukp ^J^p^^'p MHJ^^P 

litl^p* 

ptlb-f 
Qiyirtug^li jnt^tMfpif tagutminifp «9 ' «"" Jf^fk ^«^9> J""!^ 

^iutm.k4af£^li ukp ^ff'-pn^ >yfi> tp^/it^fuiir lrn.tufp ^n^t.n^j 
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And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Careless their merits or their faults to scan. 

His pity gave ere charity began* 



Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 

And e'en his failings leanM to virtue's side ; 

But in his duty prompt at every call, 

He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for all; 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the skies, 

He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 

Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed, 
The reverend champion stood. At his controul, 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 
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Incirmg^ ft0f4w% ^ JhrnMnf^litt MUft^utiJ^fi I^M^ffj^ ^^S^^* 
24/> /ifc^ if'^P' ^Cff*^ Jf^^^t. f^f!if^'^*» ^'■^/^^ 4*'"^£fr 

p Ppn.^m$int p 
Ofvc-jfofib^/' u»^utp^a «iy«tf/^Mf«ur £u 2l(ii#1lr«*«iyMYf4 4"^. 
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Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise, 
And his last faltering accents whisper^ praise. 



At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adornM the venerable place ; 

Truth from his lips prevaiPd with double sway, 

And fools, who came to scoff, remain^ to pray. 

The service past, around the pious man. 

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 
E'en children followM with endearing wile. 

And pluckM his gown, to share the good man's 

smile. 
His ready smile a parent's warmth exprest, 

Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distrest; 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

.As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the 

storm, 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are 

spread,* 
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ntfmbn 
If itfiBu kptmW iitu%l^mt. npt i^*~ufpP-u$fu$t§n.^ %t%^ IfF^ 

anu»iAuittft;p • 
\3^£_^ funiJiut^^pjb ^mptft^p^ ^tpip^" t 4^p ^'^kp' 
^kt» tnJkmlg ^aupmnf-mftt. ^0lt am^litimiu^ jutq/t^^ 

^k ^'isfdFi^ cwi^b^^ •^'^ptH'^ '^pcvV"^L'H^^ 



t'' 
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Eternel sunshine settles on its head. 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 

"With blossomM furze unprofitably gay, 

There, in his noisy mansion, skilFd to rule, 
^he village master taught his little school: 

A man severe he was, and stem to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 

Well had the boding tremblers learned to trace 

The day^s disasters in his morning face ; 
Full well they laugVd with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
iPull well the busy whisper circling round, 

ConveyM the dismal tidings when he frownM : 

Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught. 
The love he bore to learning was in fault; 

The village all declare how much he knew, 

'T was certain he could write, and cypher too ; 

Lands he could measuriD, terms and tides presage. 
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And e^tdn the story ran — that he could guage; 

In arguing too, the parson own^d his skilly 

For e'en though vanquished, he could argno still ; 

While words of learned length, and thundering 

sound, 
Amaz'd the gazing rustics ranged around; 

And still they gaz'd, and still the wonder grew^ 

That one small head could carry all he knew. 

But past is all his fame* The very spot 

"Where many a time he triumphed, is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye, 

Low lies that house where nut-hrown draughts 

inspirM, 
Where grey-beard mirth, and smiling toil retired. 

Where village statesmen talk'd with looks pro*- 

found. 
And news much older than their ale went round. 

Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
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The parlour splGndours of that festive place ; 
The white-wasVd wall, the nicely sanded floor, 

The varnished clock that clickM hehind the door; 

The chest contrivM a donble debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day; 
The pictures placed for ornament and use, 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose; 

The hearth, except when winter chilPd the day, 

With aspen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay, 
While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for show, 

BangM o'er the chimney, glistenM in a row. 

^ain transitory splendours ! could not all 

Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall? 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man'sheart; 

Thither no more the peasant shall repair, 

To sweet oblivion of his daily care^ 

Ko more the farmer's newS) the bar1>er'4 tale. 



\ 
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No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail; 

Ko more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 

Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear; 

The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round; 

Kor the coy maid, half willing to be prest. 

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 

These simple blessings of the lowly train, 

To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 

One native charm, than all the gloss of art: 

Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 

The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway; 

Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 

Unenvied, unmolested, unconfinM. 

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
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With all the freaks df wanton wealth array^J, 

In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain, 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain : 
'^And e^en while fashion^s brightest arts decoy, 
The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy ? 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen who surrey 

The rich man^s joys increase, the poor^s decay, 

'T is your^s to judge, how wide the limits stand 

Between a splendid and a happy land. 

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 

And shouting folly hails them from her shore; 

Hoards e^en beyond the miser's wish abound, 

And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Tet count our gains. This wealth is but a name, 

r 

That leaves our useful products still the same. 
!Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a space that many poor supplied ; 
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Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 
Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds : 

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth, 

Has robbM the neighbouring fields of half their 

growth; 
Bis seat, where solitary sports are seen, 

Indignant spnrns the cottage from the green ; 

Around the world each needful product flies, 
For all the luxuries the world supplies. 

While thus the land, adornM for pleasure all, 

In barren splendour feebly waits the fall. 



As some fair female, unadornM and plain, 
Secure to please while youth confirms her reign, 

Slights every borrow^ charm that dress supplies^ 
Kor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 

But when those charms are past, for charms are 

frail. 
When time advances, and when lovers fail. 

She than shines forth, solicitous to bless, 
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In all the glaring impotence of dress* 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betrayed ; 

In nature^s simplest charms at first array'd, 

But verging to decline, its splendours rise, 

Its yistas strike, its palaces surprise ; 

While, scourg'd by famine from the smiling land; 

The mournful peasant leads his humble band; 
And while he sinks, without one arm to save, 
The country blooms — a garden, and a grave. 



Where then, ah! where shall poverty reside, 
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride ? 

If to some common's fenceless limits stray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade, 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide, 

And e'en the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city sped — What waits him there ? 

To see profusion that he must not share ; 

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To see each joy the sons of pleasure know. 
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Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe# 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 

Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps 

display, 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way. 
The dome where pleasure holds her midnight 

reign, 
Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train; 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square, 

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 

Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy! 

Sure these denote one universal joy! 

Are these thy serious thoughts? Ah! turn thine 

eyes 
Where the poor houseless shivering female lies. 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blest, 

Has wept at tales of innocence distrest; 

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn. 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn; 
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Now lost to all, her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer's door she lays her head, 
And pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the 

shower. 
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour, 

When idly first, ambitious of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest 
train. 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 

E'en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men's doors they ask a little bread t 



Ah, no. To distant climes, a dreary scene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between. 

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go, 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before, 

The various terrors of that horrid shore ; 
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Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray, 

And fiercely shed intolerable day; 

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing, 

But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling ; 

Those poisonous fields with rank luxuriance 

crown'd, 
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 

The rattling terrors of the yengeful snake; 

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey, 

And savage men more murderous still than they ; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 

Mingling the ravagM landscape with the skies. 

Far different these from eyery former scene, 

The cooling brook, the grassy yested green, 

The breezy covert otthe warbling grove, 

That only sheltered thefts of harmless love. 
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Good Heaven! what sorrows gloomed that par- 
ting day, 
That calVd them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiles, every pleasure past, 

Hung round the bowers, and fondly lookM their 

last. 
And took a long farewell, and wish'd in vain 

For seats like these beyond the western main ; 

And shuddering still to face the distant deep, 

BetumM and wept, and still return^ to weep. 

The good old sire, the first preparM to go 

To new-found worlds, and wept for others Voe; 

But for himself, in conscious virtue brave, 

He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave. 

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears. 

The fond companion of his helpless years. 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 

And left a lover^s for her father^s arms. 
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With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes, 

And blest the cot where every pleasure rose; 

And kissM her thoughtless babes with many a 

tear, 
And claspM them close, in sorrow doubly dear; 

Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 

In all the silent manliness of grief. 

O luxury I thou curst by Heaven^s decree. 

How ill exchanged are things like these for thee! 

How do thy potions, with insidious joy. 

Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy! 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown, 

Boast of a florid vigour not their own: 

At every draught more large and large they groW) 

A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe ; 

Till sappM their strength, and every part unsound, 

Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round. 
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E^en now the deYastation is begun, 
And half the business of destruction done ; 

E'en now, methinks, as pondering here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the 

sail, 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 

Downward they move, a melancholy band. 

Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand. 

Contented toil, and hospitable care, 

And kind connubial tenderness, are there ; 
And piety with wishes placM above. 

And steady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade ; 
Unfit in these degenerate tiihes of shame, 
To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame ; 
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Dear channing nymph, neglected and decried^ 

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride. 

Thou source off all my bliss, and all my woe, 

That found'st me poor at first, and keep^stme so; 

Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurse of eyery yirtue, fare thee well! 

Farewell, and ! where'er thy voice be tried. 
On Torno's cliffs, or Fambamarca's side, 

"Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow, 

• 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Bedress the rigours of th' inclement clime ; 

Aid slighted truth with thy persuasive strain. 

Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that states of native strength poasest) 

Though very poor, may still be very blest; 

That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decaff 
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As ocean sweeps the laboarM mole away ; 

While self-dependent power can time defy, 
As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 
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